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CHAPTER I. 
A LADY ASSISTANT. 


The famous detective was alone in his study when Patsy 
announced that a lady was in the reception-room. 

A few moments later Nick entered the room where his 
caller awaited him. 

As he did so she raised her vail, and the great expert 
saw vefore him a face of marvelous beauty, but so full ot 
sadness that he found himself wondering how he could 
bring a smile to her features. 

But it came unbidden when she spoke. 

“You are Mr. Carter?” she asked. 

+ Ear,” 

“T have come here on a strange errand, sir.” 

“Indeed.” 

“Yes; Iam seeking employment.” 


“Ah CE 

“T wish to become a detective.” 

“#h? What! H’m! Are you in earnest, Miss— 
Miss——” 

“Jones. Ida Jones. Yes, sir, I am very much in 
earnest.” 


“T suppose you have some particular case in mind in 
applying to me.” 
* Yes, sir.” 
“What?” 
“ Green-goods.” nes : 
“Ah! indeed! May I ask why you have selected that?” 
“T have seen that the papers are filled with reports of 
operations by green-goods men lately, and there is a fact 
in connection with my past history which leads me to 
' suppose that I can be useful in running down one gang at 
least.” 
“Do you know which one if is?” 
“No, sir.” 
“The Holden gang? Lazy Larry Jacks? Th 
There are three. Is it any of those?” 
“T don’t know.” ; 
“Why do you think you are particularly qualified for a 
detective?” 
“TJ don’t know; nevertheless I do feel so.” 
“Suppose I came to you, you being a detective, and said 
that my safe had been robbed ?” 
“ Yes, sir.” : 
“What would be.the first question you would ask me?” 
“ Whether it was blown open or unlocked.” 
“Good! And if I said unlocked ?” 
“Why you forgot to lock it?” 
“Good again! Now——” 
There was a tap at the door which interrupted Nick. 
Patsy stuck his head in and said: 
“A gentleman in the parlor; says he’sin great hurry ; 
must catch train; detain you but a moment.” 
“Will you excuse me?” asked Nick. 
Then he left the room. 
He was gone twenty minutes. 
“Miss Jones,” he said, when he returned, “I have some- 
thing in your line.” 
a“ Yes gn 
“T have just been retained on a green-goods case. My 
client, a stranger, says he has been swindled out of ten 
thousand dollars.” 
* Well?” 
| “J will not conceal from you that I think he told a false- 
hood.” 
“ Ah ha 
“And his: coming here was for some other reason than 
“one he named.” : 
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“T see.” 
2 = In fact, I recognized him, although he does not suspect 
it. 

“Well, sir?” 

“T will say this much. He is a man who belongs in 
Chicago. When at home he calls himself a private de- 
| fective.” 

Ed “ Yes. ” 

“Never mind his name now. He said he had been 
swindled, and as with you I named over several names of 
green-goods men.” 

“ And he——” 

‘‘Was sure it was not Lazy Larry Jacks, but believed it 
might be any of the others.” 

“And hence you think——” 

“T wish to know what you think ?” 

“Why, that the man you call Lazy Larry is the most 
likely one of all. In short, that the man has no case, and 
Be wishes to divert your attention from Lazy Larry fora 
while. 

“Exactly. Miss Jones, I begin to think you will make a 
detective—perhaps.” 

“Thank you, sir. 

“What is it?” 

“Permit me to go out on this case.” 

“What, with no more information than you have at 
present ?” 

“Yes; I ma,‘ have more than you think.” 

Nick smiled. 

“Very good,” he said. 
twenty-four hours.” 

“TJ will do so, sir.” 

“T don’t expect you to bring me any information, Miss 
Jones, but upon your report will depend your employ= 
ment by me.” 

“Very good, sir.” 

She took her departure very soon after, and the de- 
tective returned to his study. 

“Now what are Sam Dawson and Lazy Larry up to, I 
wonder?” he mused. Then, without attempting to answer 
the question, he*picked=up his: 7 i 
the recollection of the lady applicant, whose face and 
manner had strangely interested him, he resumed his 
reading. 

* * * * * * 


At about the same hour Nick Carter’s faithful assistant, 


e 


May I ask a favor?” 


“You may report to me in 


* 


Pa smile at- 


Chick, was walking rapidly through Twenty-eighth street, . 


between Seventh and Highth avenues. = 

Several yards ahead of him wasa man, also walking 
rapidly, and as Chick glanced a second time at him he 
recognized a notorious crook named Lawrence Jacks, and 
more familiarly known as “ Lazy Larry.” 

Jacks was walking rapidly, and kept about the same 
distance in front of the detective. 

Evidently he had no thought that he was watched, nor, 
in fact, did the young detective think of following him at 
first. 

But Lazy Larry was a green-goods dealer. 

Chick meditated that he was doubtless collecting his 
mail from various addresses at the time, and he saw a 
good opportunity for finding out some of the addresses he 
used, and at the same time learning where to put his fin- 
ger upon the fellow if he should happen to be wanted. 

Presently they approached a Chinese laundry, and 
Chick saw Lazy Larry turn abruptly and enter the place. 

“He's up to some extra mischief,” mused the detective, 
“or he would never keep up that pace for so long. Some- 
thing new is in the wind, for otherwise he would never 
walk so fast as that.” 

Then he paused, hesitated an instant, and turned back. 

A moment later he also passed through the dcor and 
entered the laundry. 

Chick was out on business, and was therefore in dis- 
guise, so he had no fear that Jacks would recogmize him. 

He found the green-goods man standing near the coun- 
ter talking earnestly with thé Chinaman in charge. He 
could hear nothing that was said by Jacks, but the Mon- 
golian’s replies were clear and strong. 
~ Chick, in the meantime, had drawn a laundry ticket 
from his pocket and stood with it in his hand ready to 
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er sent it to ‘the Chinaman when the moment came to do 


“it i is true that the ticket belonged at a different laundry, 


~ but Chick, who looked rather verdant in the disguise he 


-wore, could very easily pretend that he had mistaken the 
address. 


There was nothing said in the few words of conversa- | 
ion that the detective heard that afforded him any clew_ 


.0 what was going on, but he noticed, as the Chinaman 
came toward him to take his ticket. he cast a knowing 
look upon his first customer which said as plainly as 
words could have done: 

“Wait a moment.” 

Then he demanded Chick’s laundry ticket. 

Chick passed it forward. The laundry man glanced at 
it, and then shrugging his shoulders said : 

‘No gottee clo’; clo’ washee nolly place; sabe?” 

“T see; all right; blowed ’f I didn’t git turned ’round.” 

Chick left the laundry shop and started rapidly away, 
but as soon as he reached a door-way that afforded the 
shelter he desired he darted out of sight. 

He was not gone more than three or four minutes, how- 
aver, before he reappeared, but so changed that he could 
not be recognized. 

The disguise of a few moments before had given place 
to that of a negro, who loitered forward and at last sank 
into a sitting posture upon the curbstone close beside the 
Chinese laundry. 

“Woolish, perhaps, to bother myself about something 
that does not concern me,” he muttered, ‘but I have a 
tancy for keeping an eye on Lazy Larry for a time, and 
Pll do it, too.” 

He had not long to wait. 

Larry Jacks came from the laundry a few moments 
ater, and started briskly away. 

Under his arm was a bundle exactly like hundreds of 
others which leave such places every day. Ina word, it 
looked like a bundle of clothes that had been laundered. 

Nevertheless, Chick pursued the man without hesita- 
tion, for no other reason. than that Jacks was a well-| 
known crook, and the day might come when the detective. 

= would want to know. where to find him. 

Jack turned down Seventh avenue to Twenty- -sixth | 
street, and thence westward until near the vicinity of 
Ninth avenue. 

There, rather to the surprise of the detective, he 
entered another laundry, precisely similar in character, 
the only difference being in the name over the door, 
which in this instance was the good old Chinese name, | 
Sam Sing. 

“Humph !” said Chick, again, ‘‘Larry evidently means 

‘o have some clean clothes; guess I’ll wait.” 

Again he seated himself upon the curb, and after a few 
ninutes’ delay he saw Jacks come out. 

This time the green-goods man had two bundles instead | 
f one. 

Again Chick followed in the footsteps of the crook, but 
his time he did not have far to go. 

They journeyed to Ninth avenue, and thence to Thirtieth 
treet; thence east again until nearly to Seventh avenue 
mce more, where Jacks entered a third laundry. 

Once more Chick waited, but this time Jacks was gone 

long while. 

T& was nearly two hours before he reappeared, and 

‘hen he did come out he was not alone; neither did he 

ive either of the bundles that he had carried into the 
lace. 

A grim smile spread over the face of the detective. 

“So,” he mused, “I think I’m on to your little game 
ow, my festive crook. Ill just drop a whisper into Cap- 
ain McLaughlin’s ear the first time I meet him, and if I 
m not mistaken he will interfere with your postal 
acilities.” 

Chick did not attempt to follow Jacks any farther. 

He had discovered all he cared to know for the time 
eing, and accordingly he took his way home at once. 

As he entered the house a woman closely vailed left it. 

Nick was still in the hall, having seen his assistant 
ascending the steps as he bade his caller good-night. 

“New client?” asked Chick, as he entered. 

“Yes.” replied the great detective. 


“Anything important?” 

“More green-goods,” was the laughing rejoinder. 

‘“Hh ?” exclaimed Chick ; “ green-goods !” 

“Well, not exactly that, but something very much like 

Why? You seem interested.” 
“T saw Lazy Larry to-night.” 

“Ah! Pity you didn’t follow him. 
where he went.” 
“T did follow him.” 

“Good !” 

“Do you want him? Because if you do I think I can put 
my finger on him at any moment.” 

“No; I don’t want him—yet.” 

Chick was silent, and presently Nick reopened the con- 
versation. 

“You noticed the lady 2?” he asked. 

“ Yes. ” 

“What do you suppose she wanted ?” 

“ Give it up.” 

“She was looking for work.” 

“Oh; did she take this for an intelligence office %” 

“Not exactly, lad. She wants to be a detective.” 

Chick stared. 

Then he indulged in a long whistle. 

Finally he burst into a hearty laugh.* 

When he had quite finished Nick continued, quietly : 

“T have engaged her.” 

“T think you’ve knocked me out in that one round. Am 
I discharged ?” 

“No, I rather think not. She came in about dark, asked 
for me, and opened the conversation by saying that she 
had come on a strange errand. 

“<The truth is, Mr. Carter,’ she said, ‘I wish to be- 
;come a detective. I believe that I have peculiar qualifi- 
cations for the work, and if you will give me a trial with- 
'out pay I will endeavor to prove it.’ 

“We had got that far when another client was an- 

;nounced. This time it was a man, and he sent in word 

| that he was in great haste, and wished to see me at once. 
“TJ talked with him in the parlor. and when I had fin- 

ished with him I returned to my applicant and placed the 

| C&s8 that-he had given me in her charge.” 

| “It couldn’t bave amounted to much.” 

“ Green-goods.” 

“ Oh! ihe : 

“My client had been buncoed out of ten thousand dol- 
‘lars by the sawdust game. He wouldn’t stay but a 
moment; said he wanted to catch a train, but would call 
again to-morrow. In the meantime he wanted my ser- 
| vices, no matter what they cost, and so forth and so 
forth.” 

“T see; and then——” 

“Then I repeated all that he had told me to Ida Jones, 
told _her to pick up all the information she could between 
now and to-morrow evening, and to report then.” 

They lapsed into silence. 

An hcur passed by. 

Both detectives were smoking and reading when the 
door-bell rang suddenly. 

A moment later Patsy brought a card to Nick. 

“Hello” he exclaimed, as he glanced at it; “ Miss Jones 
is back again already 

“ Ah!” said Chick ; to resign, doubtless.” 

“No, I don’t think so, for she has written underneath 
her name, ‘Important news.’ I will see her at once.” 
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CHAPTER II. 
THE GREEN-GOODS GANG. 


A moment later Nick Carter was in the room with Ida 
Jones, his new lady assistant. 

She raised her vail, and so revealed a face of extraor- 

'dinary beauty. 

Dark, oval, with brilliant black eyes, even, white 
teeth, her face expressed much character and determina- 
tion. 

The detective had been favorably impressed by her ap- 
pearance upon the oceasion of their first interview, but 

he saw now better than then that Ida Jones was a woman 
of remarkable force, as fearless as a man, and fully 
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capable of carrying out a determination to the end, no 
matter what the opposition might be. 

“Well,” he said, “you have returned much sooner than 
I expected.” 

“Yes,” she replied. 

“You have written here, ‘Important news.’ 
what vou refer.” 

“T have by an accident learned of a gigantic swindle 
which is about to be perpetrated.” 

“ Where, when, and how ?” 

“Here in New York, at once, and by means of the green- 
goods game.” 

Nick smiled. 

“Has it to do with the case I have already placed in 
your charge?” he asked. : 

“Yes, sir; directly.” 

“Explain.” 

‘““When the person upon whose case you detailed me 
Nees this house I was at the window yonder, and I watched 

im.” : 

“Well?” 

“T saw him lean forward as he left the steps, and I got 
the impression that he left something upon the sidewalk.” 

“So, when you went out, you looked for that some- 
thing.” 

“T did.” 

“And found—nothing ?” 

“T found a chalk mark.” 

“Indeed !” 

“Yes; the representation of an arrow.” 

“Ah i: 

“Instead of at once beginning my work upon the case 
in hand I turned in the direction indicated by,the arrow.” 

“Very good !” 

“At the next corner I found another, made in the same 
way.” 

“Well?” 

“To make a long story short, I began searching for ar- 
rows, and in all Isaw and followed the directions indi- 
cated by twenty-seven different ones.” 

“And they took you——” 

“To a house in Great Jones street.” 

“Ah! = 

“Near the Bowery.” 

“Well?” 

“The hour was growing late, and being a woman I be- 
came the object of too much attention.” 

“Naturally.” 


Tell me to 


“Intuitively I saw at once that a conspiracy of some — 
kind was on foot when Rita entered that house with her 
male companion, and I was casting about for some means 
of following her when a strange event occurred. : 

“J was standing near the steps when the door opened 
suddenly and the man who had been her companion 
rushed out. 2 

“T had no time to avoid him, and judge of my surprise 
when he rushed hastily to me and said: 

‘* «Hello, Phil! You’re just in time. Stay here and keep 
a look out for Pauline. She may not be able to find the 
house, as it is getting very dark, and this drizzle will 
soon wash away the chalk marks.’ 

“Then before I could reply he rushed away. 

“T realized that I had been mistaken in the dark for 
one of their confederates who was named Phil, and was 
wondering what I would do next when I heard a quick 
step behind me. : 

“Turning I found myself. confronted by a young man 
who was so nearly the counterpart of the make-up I wore 
tbat I was no longer surprised that the mistake had been 
made. 

“A happy accident had made me unwittingly copy his 
appearance to the letter. I could not have done it so well 
had I tried.” : 

“This grows interesting ; well?” 

“*Fello, Phil!’ I said. 

“ «Hello! he replied ; 

“ *Rita,’ I replied at a venture. 
make-up ?’ 

“ “By Jove!’ he cried, you look enough like me to be 
me; but why aren’t you inside?’ 

“ <Waiting.’ 

“ «For whom?’ 

“ ‘Pauline.’ 

“ ‘Well, you need not wait any longer.’ 

o “Why ae 

“ ‘Sheisn’tinit.? . 

“Why not?’ i : 
“ *She’s in the hospital, laid up, and won’t be outina 
month.’ ia pean - 

“T uttered an exclamation of surprise. 

“ «Since when?’ I asked. 

“ *Vesterday.’ 

“ ‘Won't she peach ?’ 

“ ‘She might if she could, but she fell down in the 
street with a shock of paralysis, and can’t speak a word.’ 

“ «What a mercy,’ I muttered, meaning, of course, 


~S 


‘who in thunder are you?’ 
‘How do you like the 


“JT watched for an opportunity, slipped into a hall-way, | what a misfortune. 


” 


and removed my dress—— 

“ce Eh 9) : 

“JT have a masculine attire under my dress at this 
moment.” é 

“ Ah ”? 

“In my pocket was a cap and asmall false mustache.” 

“T see.” 

“Having adjusted them I returned at once tu the vicin- 
ity of the house already mentioned, and waited. 

“Tn less than half an hour I saw two people enter the 
house together, and they were evidently guided there, as 
I had been, by the arrows.” 

“Did you recognize either of them ?” 

“Yes, I did.” 

“Well?” 

“One was a woman, and it was she whom I recognized.” 

“cc Ah 2 

“When I applied to you for employment, sir, I told you 
little or nothing of my past history.” 

“That is true; I think I did not ask you.” 

“T have a cousin, sir, who is a year younger than my- 
self, and we resemble each other so much that mistakes 
have often been made regarding us. 

“The resemblance is not so strong but that identifica- 
tion is easy enough when we are together, but seen apart 


| want to gain time.” 


“However, I found from my talk with Phil that Pauline 


|had been taken to the Chambers street hospital, and I 


gathered from things he said that she was a person of 
considerable influence among the conspirators, for con- 
spiracy there is, and I believe it to be the greatest green- 
goods swindle ever thought of.” 

“Go on with your story.” 

“We had been talking some time when Phil said, sud- 
denly : 

“ €Qome, let us go in. 
matter without you.’ 

“ ‘Walk down to the corner with me first.’ 

“ «What for? 

“ ‘Because,’ I said, making another desperate venture 
‘I think it is high time that you and I, Phil, shouJd lool 
out a little for our own interests.’ 

“ «Ah! he said, laughing, ‘coming to terms at last, are 
you, Rita?’ 

“ie Yes. ? 


They can’t do anything in this 


t 
IT had no idea what his terms were, but I dic 


“Certainly,” replied Nick. “Goon.” 

“While talking we were walking. 

“T lingered a little behind, just enough so I could, un 
seen by him, pull my revolver from my pocket. 

“Presently we approached a dark section of the street 


and in an imperfect light either Rita or I might easily be| and then before he had any idea of my intention I turnec 


mistaken for the other.” 

“Well 2?” 

“ My cousin Rita was always wild, and I know that she 
has become entangled with associates of the worst char- 
acter. 


the revolver butt end foremost, and struck him with al 
my might on the back of his head. 

“ He fell like a log, without a sound. 

“For a moment 1 was frightened, for I never did such a 


thing before. 
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Fa) glanced hastily around me. seeing the error into which he had fallen, motioned to Ida 
‘ “Nobody was in sight; not a soul had seen my act. Jones to keep up the deception. 
= “Satisfied on that point I dragged my prisoner into a ‘Do you know where you are, Phil?” asked Nick. 
_ dark hall-way, manacled his hands and feet, and forceda “No.” 
gaz into his mouth. “Indeed. Well, you know who captured you, don’t 
~ “Then I dragged him back still farther, concealed him you?” 
beneath the stairs, and went out again.” “Yes, curse her! I'll get even with Rita Jones yet!” 
“Well done, Miss Jones; but proceed with your story.”| ‘Doubtless. Now let me introduce myself.” 
“T hurried again toward the house that interested me,| “I don’t care a rap who you are!” — 
intending to personate ‘Phil” and enter.” “Perhaps you will changeféyour mind when you know 
“ Well?” | who I am.” 
“T was on the point of ringing the bell when I heard | “Bah! who are you?” 
voices in the hall beyond the door, and I crouched in the! “Iam Nick Carter.” 
vestibule and listened. The fellow’s face blanched perceptibly. 
“Tnstantly I recognized the voice of the iran who had| Then he turned toward Ida Jones, who had drawn back 
first called me Phil and also the voice of Rita.” into one corner of the room, so that he could not see her 
_“ What did they say ?” plainly. ; E 
“They had learned of the accident to Pauline, were ‘“Traitress!” he cried. “Oh, I wish I were free for one 
wondering why Phil had not appeared, and then came the minute. I would strangle you if it were the last effort of 
following questions and answers : my life.” : 
“ ‘Ts everything in shape, Rita?’ A ripple of laughter was the only answer he received 
“ 6 es. from the woman. 


“*Good ! I have laid a little train for keeping Nick Car-| He ground his teeth with rage. 
ter otherwise engaged while we are at work, for he will Then by a sudden effort at self-control he turned his 
never take a case while he is engaged upon another. How face toward Nick again. : 
do you think I did it?’ . “T suppose she has given the whole snap away,” he said. 
“ © How ?? “Certainly,” replied the detective, coldly. 
‘* ¢Green-goods, Rita. While we are working our little’ Again it seemed for a moment as if the captive’s rage 
green-goods racket he is following a false scent on another would get the better of him. : 
green-goods scheme for which he is getting good pay. In; But by a great effort he controlled it. 


short, my dear, the great Nick Carteris being green-' “ Well,” he said, “now that you’ve got me, what are 
goodsed all the time.’ you going to do with me?” 

“ «Be careful of him, Sam.’ “Send you to the hotel at Sing Sing.” 

“ ‘Bah! he is overrated: We cannot fail now, even if The fellow winced. 
he were after us. My plans have been too well laid for; “You know everything, I suppose,” he said. 
failure.’ | “Yes, everything.” 

 6Qti]]— i “T don’t see how you’re going to send me up, all the 

“ ¢S¢ill. my dear, we will make a cool hundred thous- same.” 
and at one swoop. Don’t forget that.’ ” | “The Henderson affair may not be the only thing we 

— ——— = | know against you, Phil.” 
es CHAPTER III. | For an Loe the fellow seemed to turn almost purple, 
; ‘so great was his rage. 
THO DETROUUYES STRATEGY, A volley of frightful oaths escaped him, but at last he 

Nick Carter smiled grimly as he listened to the report desisted. 
of his new assistant, Ida Jones. | “She has betrayed me in that other affair, too,” he mut- 

“Go on,” he said. ‘tered. 

“From the balance of their conversation I saw that “Did I not say everything?” inquired Nick, coolly. 
they were expecting a gentlemanand lady toarrive on “Curse her! Well, do your worst. She will have to 
the St. Louis express at 10.30 to-morrow morning. The suffer with me.” 
gentleman’s name is Peter Henderson, and the lady is his “Suppose I permit her to escape.” 
wife. They are very wealthy, ad are from Winnipeg.”; For an instant the captive looked absolutely stunned by 

““What more ?” the suggestion. 


“What the scheme is I don’t know, except that they “You dare not do that,” he cried. “She is as guilty as 
expect to rob Mr. Henderson of a hundred thousand dol- Iam. I pushed the girl in, but it was Rita Jones who en- 


lars in cash. He is to bring it with him.” ticed her to the pier, and she is as much a murderer as I.” 
“Humph! He arrives at 10:30 to-morrow morning at|. “Your stories do not agree, Phil,” said the detective, 
the Grand Central Depot, you say?” coldly, leading the man on inch by inch, knowing that he 
“Yes.” ;could ultimately force him to tell all he knew. 
“Very well,” glancing at his watch, “I have just forty-! ‘Then she has lied to you,” was the reply. 
five minutes to devote to you now, Miss Jones, so talk! Nick turned quickly to Ida Jones, still keeping up the 
fast.” i \idea that she was Rita. 
“Are you going away 2?” | “leave the room, Rita,” he said, sternly. ‘In justice 
“Tam going to meet Mr. Henderson. Now what did you to Phil I must hear his story as well as yours, and when 
do with Phil?” you are not present.” 
“T brought him here.” Without replying ida went from the room, leaving the 
“Ah!” detective and the captive crook alone together. 


“Wheua I realized that I had learned all I could at the} ‘‘Now,” said Nick, “talk. I willnot ask questions. I 
door I stole away, found a hack, bribed the driver, went prefer to hear the story in your own way, but bear in 
back and secured Phil, took him in the hack, and brought mind that I have already heard all tHat the woman who 


him here.” has just left the room has to say.” 
: “Good !” “What good will it do ifI do tell you. I’ll be electro- 
3 “He is at the door now.” cuted just the same.” 
“Good again! Stay where youare. I'll get him.” Nick shrugged his shoulders. 
-Nick left the house. “Do as you please,” he said. “I am just now in the 
A moment later he returned with the figure of amanin humor to help you, if you help me. Are you going to talk 
his arms. : ‘or shall I send you to headquarters, charged with the 
The detective placed his burden upon the floor and re- murder of——” 
moved the gag from his mouth. : “No, no! Ill talk.” 
Consciousness had returned, and he glared at Ida Jones: “Talk then.” : 
with a look of hatred which distorted his features. “Tda Jones was in——” 


It was plain that he mistook her for Rita, and Nick, “Who?” 


€ 
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“Tda Jones.” 

“Was it Ida Jones whom you pushed into the river?” 

“Ves. » 

“First point, Phil. 
was a stranger.” 

“She lied to you.” 

“Perhaps she did; go on.” 

“She was in Rita’s way, and a scheme was concocted 
to get her out of it.” 

“Exactly.” 

“When Rita first proposed the thing I would not 
listen.” 

“Then it was not you who proposed it?” 

“No, no! ten thousand noes!” 

“Good! Go on. I begin to believe that I have not heard 
the truth. Phil.” 

It was very ingenious encouragement that the detective 
offered. and the eyes of the captive glistened with hope 
for an instant. 


T was led to believe that the woman 


Nick knew, as he looked at him, that small and delicate | 


as Phil Tracy was—almost effeminate, in fact—nothing 
could be gotten from him in the way of information by 
threats. 

With strategy only could the detective hope to draw 
him out, and no one knew better how to employ the little 
wiles of words better than he. 


“Begin at the beginning, Phil,” he said, ‘“‘for I plainly | 


see that your story will be different from hers. How was 
Ida Jones in Rita’s way ?” 

‘Has she told you of Henderson, who is coming to-mor- 
row ?” 

a“ Yes.” 

“He is one of the richest men in Winnipeg, and a 
brother of Ida Jones’ mother.” 

“ Ah pr 

“Two years ago, hearing that his sister and her hus- 
band were both dead and that they had left a daughter, 
he endeavored through a private detective named Samuel 
Dawson to find her. 

“T’m a bad man, Nick Carter, but if I was as great 
villain as Sam Dawson I'd go hang myself.” 

“T know him,” said Nick, coldly. “ He’s from Chicago.” 

“Dawson came here, and in looking for Ida Jones found 
Rita.” 

“Well?” 

“You know what she is. It wasn’t long before she had 
the whole story from Dawson, and they plotted together 
to have Rita represent Ida, Gnd so on.” 

“ Yes. ” 


a 


“Then Dawson and Rita quarreled, and Dawson began to | 


look for Ida again. Rita came to me and told the whole 
story. She knew where Ida was all the time, and her 
scheme was to put her out of the way, get hold of her 
effects, and start for Winnipeg without delay. 
“JT was in love with Rita, curse her! and she knew it. 
“'o make a long story short, she promised, if I would 


help her, to marry me, and we would go to Mnuibee: 


together. 

“Tda Jones was to be murdered, Rita did not care how, 
so long as the fact was accomplished. 

“Tda and Rita had kept up a sort of correspondence for 
years, although they had not seen each other, and the let- 
ters were demands for money by Rita and small remit- 
tances by Ida. 

“Well, Rita wrote Ida a letter from an address on the 
east side of the city—Montgomery street it was. 


“She wrote a penitent letter, said she was sick of the} 


life she had led, and asked Ida to go to her. : 

“Tda came one night just at dark, and Rita, keeping up 
the scheme, played her part so well that Ida finally 
walked down the street and out upon one of the East River 
piers with her. 

eer I was in waiting, for I had my part of the work 
to da. 
“They came past the spot where I was hiding, and I 
rose up behind them, and stole forward. 

“Rita turned, saw that I was ready, and raising her 
hand, which was armed with a knife, she stabbed her 
cousin to the heart. ‘ 


“ At the same instant I leaped forward, seized the girl 


in my arms, and threw her bodily into the river. 


“Then we both turned to run, but instead of being — 
alone, as we fancied, we found ourselves face to face with 
‘Sam Dawson. 
| “He had seen everything. ‘ 
“We were as much in his power as though the police 
had already arrested us. : 
“He knew it, and so did we.” 


CHAPTER IV. 
PUMPED DRY. 


“Rather a bad fix,” said Nick. 

“Yes, and we had to make the best of it.” 

“What did Dawson do?” 

| “He drew a pistol, and made us both stand where we 
| were while he made terms with us.” 

| “ITsee. And the body—did you see that again?” 

“No; it sank at once.” 

“Was it ever found ?” 

| “Ves.” 

| “Eh? And did you see it and recognize it !” 

“No; there was a body at the morgue, and the descrip-~ 
| tion in the papers tallied with that of Ida Jones. Rita in- 
/sisted that I should go and seeit. I went, but I couldn’t 
; look at the thing. I’m tough, but not tough enough for 
that.” 

| “Well?” 

“JT got another fellow to go in and look at it. 
out and told me what he had seen.” 

‘*And from his description——” 

“T knew it was Ida Jones.” 

oe An" 

“And I told Rita and Dawson that I had seen the body 
and recognized it—in short, that I knew positively that it 
was Ida Jones. I did know it from the description I had 
‘heard, but I could not look at it, oh, no!” 

“Well; go on.” 

“When we left the pier that night, Dawson took us to 
‘his rooms. There he planned out the scheme we are work- > 
ing now, about which you already know.” 

“But I want to hear your story; go on.” 

“Rita had been mixed up with a green-goods gang for 
| years, and so had I.” 
foOvieg: ” 

“Lazy Larry and his wife, Pauline, were the king-pins 
‘in our tribe, and they are hard ones to beat. 

“Dawson proposed a way in which we could get a hun- 
dred thousand or so out of old Henderson without oblig- 
ing Rita to go to Winnipeg to wait for the old man to die. 

“His scheme was for him to telegraph Henderson that 
he had found his niece and to take her to Winnipeg. 

“Then there would be the reunion, and a few weeks oc- 
cupied in winning the confidence ot the old man. 

“She was to tell him along story about a fortune that 
+had been left her by an uncle on her father’s side, which 
amounted to two hundred and fifty thousand dollars— 
that her father had been trustee—that the fortune had 
been in government bonds, and that the whole amount of 
two hundred and fifty thousand dollars in bonds had been 
pledged by her father for the sum of ninety thousand in 
eash, and that the old miser who held the bonds as 
security would shortly become their owner, in fact unless 
| she redeemed them. 

“She was to say that she knew that to be impossible, 
but that she had written to the miser to extend the time 
one year, and she felt certain that he would do so. 

‘* Al] the while she was to remain in pretended ignor- 
ance of Herderson’s wealth. 

“Peter Henderson made his money in furs. Hv has 
never been away from Winnipeg since he went there 
forty years ago, and was just the man to be fooled by our 
little game.” 

; “And he bit, eh?” 

| “Like a pickerel. He was too shrewd to propose at once 

ithat he should furnish the money to redeem the bonds, 

but he began asking questions about it al] which showed 

that he could be led up to the desired point.” 

; “Go, on.” 

i: “Rita—curse her 
“Drop that, Phil.” 
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“Well, she’s a born actress, anyhow. She played the| ‘They will go via Chicago and the North-west. Just 


affectionate niece to perfection. 

“She told all about the old miser, whose name she gave 
as John Sampson.” 

““Who is to play that part?” 

“Lazy Larry.” 

“Good! Goon.” 

“She déscribed his house, how, notwithstanding his 
great wealth, it was almost bare of furniture; she pic- 
tured him as a regular ogre, a man who would never look 
at acheck, who always wanted cash either in bills or 
gold, and—oh, she did it beautifully ! 

“From nibbling, the old man bit; then he swallowed 
the bait whole, and said something like this: 

“‘My dear, I have money enough to redeem those 
bonds.’ 

***Oh, Uncle Peter !* 

“«Ves, and I will do it.’ 

“<But you must not.’ 

ae Why 2? 

“*No—no! let the money go. Idonotcare for it now; 
I have found you; I have got a home; let the money go; 
we will be happy here’. 

“‘*No, that infernal miser, old Sampson, shall not get 
the benefit of your fortune; no, sirree! I will go to New 
York myself, I will see those bonds, and I will just give 
him a check for his ninety thousand dollars and interest, 
and——’ 

“But uncle, he won’t look at a check, and besides——’ 

“*He shall have the cash, then.’ 

“*No—no! No, you must not. The moment you draw 
such a large amount from your bank, your friends will 
begin to ask questions, then the whole story will come 
out and my father’s name will be dishonored. I could not 
bear that, Uncle Peter; I would rather lose the money.’ 

“*There, there, child; not a soul shall know anything 
about it.’ 

ce But" 

““*Say no more; I have decided.’ 

“Well, he was for starting for New York at once, but 
through the wonderful acting of that woman it was 
finally arranged that she should return, make all the ar- 
rangements and send him word when to come so that 
there might be no delay. 

“That programme was carried out. 

“Rita returned to New York and Dawson met her here. 
Lazy Larry and Pauline were taken into the affair. A 
vacant house on Madison avenue was secured and sparsely 
furnished to be in keeping with the descriptions given of 
the miser’s surroundings. Larry is to play the miser, 
Dawson is to act as body-guard for Henderson. I was to 
call while they were talking and pretend to redeem some 
bonds of mine supposed to be in the old miser’s possession, 
and, of course, to offer a certified check which he was to 
repudiate with scorn. ; 

“T would then have gone away, promising to return in 
an hour with the cash, and the miser was to shout after 
me: ‘If you are one minute over the hour, you won't get 
your bonds !’” 

‘And then?” said Nick. 
whole plan.” 

“Why, then, the transaction was to take place. Daw- 
son has arranged, somehow, to have the bonds to exhibit 
—two hundred and fifty thousand dollars’ worth. 

“They were to be counted and examined. The cash due 
upon them, with the interest, making in all a sum over 
one hundred thousand dollars was to be paid over by Hen- 
derson, and the bonds placed, with nothing but a string 
around them, in Rita’s satchel.” 

“Ves; and then?” 

“Then they were to leave the house, go to their hotel, 
and once more the bonds should be produced and looked 
over by Rita and Uncle Peter; see?” 

“ Yes. » 

“Then, for greater safety, she, following out the plan 
and supposing ithas succeeded thus far, is to wrap the 
bonds up in thick yellow paper, lock the package in her 
satchel, and lock the satchelin her trunk. That is to be 
the last time that Peter Henderson will ever see them. 


“Goon. J want to hear the 


“Suppose they spend a few days in New York seeing! 


the sights. Finally they leave, Rita going with them. 


across the line, in Canada, Rita will suddenly disappear. 
Henderson will look for her, but fail to find her. At 
length he will proceed to his home. He will open ‘the 
trunk and the satchel, he will take out the bundle and 
remove the wrapper, and he will find——”.  - 

‘*Green-goods, eh?” 

“Precisely ; a lot of blank paper folded to represent the 
bonds in size and thickness, and that is all. 

“He will think that he has been robbed by his own 
niece, and he will keep silent. 

“Here, in New York, the money received for the green- 
goods will be divided equally between Dawson, Larry, 
Rita, and myself.” 

“Where does Pauline come in?” 

“She doesn’t come in. Larry’s share has to do for her 
as well, for in the way we play the game, they run no 
risk whatever. Isn’t it a beautiful plot, eh?” 

“Distinctly so. Your story has been very interesting, 
Phil, and I find that I had not learned the whole truth 
before by any means.” 

‘*‘T knew she had lied to you.” 

“H’m! evidently.” 

“Now, look here, Carter, aren’t you going to let up on 
me?” 

“T don’t know about that; there’s the ugly affair of the 
murder.” 

“Nobody knows about it.” 

“Are you sure?” — 

“Dead sure !” 

‘‘Has nobody missed Ida Jones?” 

“Her friends think her in Winnipeg.” 

“cc Ah $9 

“ Rita fixed that when she sent for Ida’s things.” 

“T see.” 

“Now, let up on me, will you? I give you my word Ili 
go to Australia and never show up here again as long as 
T live.” 

“But I would be compounding a felony, if I let you go 
now.” 

Phil hung his head. 

“Perhaps Ida is not dead,” ventured the detective. 

Phil Tracy shook his head. 

“No hope from that source,” he said; “Rita struck her 
with a knife, and I shoved her into the rivr. She was in 
the morgue later, and I know it. No, there’s no hope in 
that.” 

“Tell you what I’U do, Phil.” 

“What?” 

“Ill keep you here in a room I’ve got where you can’t 
get away, until] make up my mind. If im the meantime 
you do just what I want you to do, no more and no less, 
T’ll let you go to Australia. How is thati” 

“1°11 do it, no matter what it may be.” 

“Will you? We’ll see.” 


CHAPTER V. 
THE DETECTIVE’S COUNTERPLOT. 

The detective touched the bell and brought Patsy to him 
at once. 

Together, they conducted the captive green-goods man 
to the room to which Nick referred, and from which the 
fellow could not escape. 

“Now, Phil,” said the detective, as he was leaving him, 
“your future depends upon yourself.” 

“How long will you keep me here ?” 

“T don’t know yet.” 

“What are you doing to do with Rita?” 

“Make use of her.” 

“ How as 

“Who was to meet Peter Henderson to-morrow ?” 

“Why, Rita.” 

“Bxactly. What is to hinder her from doing it now?” 

“Oh, I see! Nothing.” 

“I’m going to spoil that game, Phil.” 

“Well, I’m out of it. I don’t care, now. 
though.” 

« Why gn 

“Tt’s a beautiful game. 
to the end.” 


It’s a pity, 


It ought to be played through 


“i 


-- Jones isa born detective. 


“knew why nor the name of her accomplice—the man who 


~~ “At the foot of Montgomery street.” 


_ that I had gone suddenly to relatives in Canada.” 
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“T may let them play it out. If I could rely upon you | 


I would.” 


“You may.” | 


! “T’m not so sure of that.” 
“You may. Only give me your word. Nick Carter’s 
word, that never was broken, that you won’t bring me up | 
on that—er—er——” 
“River business ?” 
“Yes. Give me your word as to that, and P1—I’ll——” 
“Help me run in the whole gang?” 
_ “J will, by thunder. I hate Dawson like poison, and I'd | 
like nothing better than to down him. I’ve no love for) 
Lazy Larry, and——” 
“T ll think it over, Phil. Good-night.” i 
The detective left his captive still in doubt regarding 
what be intended todo with him and returned to his 
“study. 
s There's a little time yet,” he murmured, glancing at’ 
his watch. ‘‘Chick !” 
SVGSESIES 
_ “Don’t go out till I see you. Patsy.” 
“Yes, sir.” 
“Where is Miss Jones?” 
“In the reception-room, sir.” 
“On second thought, send her to me here.” | 
“ Chick, lad,” he added, when Patsy had gone, “ Miss | 
We've got a beautiful case. 
But I’ll tell you about it Jater. Here she is.” 

“You sent for me, sir?” she said, entering the room. 

“ Yes.” 

“T am at your service.” | 

“Why,” said Nick, sternly, “did you not tell me your, 
story when you came to me for employment?” 

“You did not ask it, sir.” 

“No. Confess, however, that you had a private reason, | 
which you did not divulge, for wishing to become a de-| 
tective.” 

“That is true.” | 

“Will you give me that reason, now ?” 

“ Certainly.” 
e“DO:S0. 

“My cousin, Rita, once tried _to murder me, 


I never | 


” if 


pushed me into the river—— 


“Ah! You know ?” 

“Yes, and more; but go on.” 

“Rita never did things without a reason. She felt no! 
personal enmity against me, I know ; therefore I wanted | 
to know what her reason was. 

“When she supposed me dead, and while in reality 1 
was at a hospital in Brooklyn—for I was taken there 
when I was fished from the river—she personated me, | 
secured all my clothing, and wrote a letter which said 


“Did she name the place?” 

“ No. <7) 

“Go on.” 

“T have been for many months upon her track. I had 
no money with which to engage your services. I believed | 
if I came here I could not only learn how to be a detec- | 
tive, but that I could, perhaps, enlist your sympathy to 
help me.” 

“You began wrong. You should have told me all.” 

“T am very sorry.” 

“No harm is done, Miss Jones. Now tell me, do you 
know your mother’s maiden name?” 

“Yes, sir. Her name was Henderson.” 

“Do you remember the name of the man who is coming 
to New York from Winnipeg?” 

“Why, his name is Henderson also; but there are many 
of that name.” ee 

“Certainly. Did you know you had an uncle living?” 

“No, sir, [——” cae : 

“Peter Henderson, the intended victim of your Cousin 
Rita and her accomplices, is your mother’s brother.” 

“ Ah jie 

“He advertised for you some time ago, and engaged de-| 
tectives to find you. They found Rita instead. Your! 
uncle is rich. Do you know now why Rita tried to mur- 


der you?” 


“Yes, I see it all, now.” 
“The man whom you struck down to-night was her ac- 


complice. He isthe one who pushed you into the river 
after Rita stabbed you. By the way, was the wound 
serious ?” 


“No; she missed her aim.” 

“They have concocted a plot by which Peter Henderson 
is to be relieved of a hundred thousand dollars or more, 
and, Miss Jones, we will foil them at their own game.” 

“Oh, I hope so, sir.” 

“We will. Another thing.” 

“ Yes gu 

“The man whom you brought here, Phil Tracy, believes 
that you are dead. He mistook you for Rita in the half- 
light of the room, and in hisown dazed condition. He 
thinks that you, as Rita, have betrayed the entire plot, 


‘and go he has told me all.” 


“T see, sir.” 

“Be careful not to undeceive him, if you should hap- 
pen to be brought together.” 

“Tt will.” 

“Now, do you think, if Rita were here, and you were 
thoroughly posted, you could make up like her and play 
a part sufficiently well to deceive her accomplices?” 

“JT am willing to try, sir.” 

“How about playing the part of Phil?” 

“Oh, I know I can do that, sir!” 

“Well, I shall want you todo one or the other. For the 
present, however, I have other instructions.” 

“Very well, sir.” 

“ Assume any disguise you please, and be at the Grand 
Central Depot to-morrow when the 10:30 train arrives.” 

“ Yes. » 

“Rita will be there to meet Uncle Peter. I will be there 
also. I will manage to speak to you, if I have any direc- 
tions to give. If I do not, you must keep Mr. Henderson 
in sight until further orders. Do you understand ?” 

“Perfectly.” 

“Very well. 

“Thank you.” 

As soon as she was gone, the detective turned to his 
assistant. 

“ Chick |” 

“Ready.” 

“You said you could put your hand upon Lazy Larry 
whenever you wanted him.” 

<7 -dide? 

“Find him.” 

“ Correct.” 

“Shadow him till he goes to No. — Madison avenue.” 

“Right.” 

‘*Follow him in on the q. t.” 

“ Well oy 

“Tf he hasn’t made up when you clap eyes on him in- 
side the house, wait till he does.” 

“Right.” 

“Then fall on him.” 

“ Eh 23. 

“Lay him out. Lock him up in a room at the top of the 
house, or send him to headquarters, no matter which, 
Get rid of him.” 

“Done !” 

“When itis done, make yourself up just as he was 
made up.” 

“Correct.” 

“You will represent an old miser, richer than mud and 
meaner than quicksand.” 

“T ean do that. Well?” 

“Remember Sam Dawson? You had a set-to with him 
once on La Salle street in Chicago.” 

“Vou bet! Chicago Sammy, the crook-detective. Oh, I 
know him.” 

“He'll bring you a lot of bonds.” 

“ Bogus 9”) 

“No, good ones.” 

“How many ?” 

“Two hundred and fifty thou.” 

“What.” 

“That’s right, Chick. You’re an old miser. The bonds 
have been pledged to youfor ninety thousand and in- 

erest.” 


It is late. You may retire,now.” 
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“Peter Henderson, of Winnipeg, comes to redeem them 

for a dead sister’s child; see?” 
“Begin to.” 


“You won’t take checks, must have cash; fellow comes | 


in while you are talking to redeem some others; offers 
check, you won’t have it; goes out promising to return 
in an hour; you shout after him that if he’s a minute 
late he won’t get his bonds; then Henderson again; 
‘money paid over, counted; bonds tied with string and 
put in satchel; H. and the supposed child of dead sister 
walk out with bonds; see?” 

“No: you puzzle me, now. 
out with bonds?’ ” 

“Ves; they make a slight change in the old green-goods 
racket. The sawdust, green paper, bricks, and such don’t 
appear till the last act.” 

“Ah! Well?” 

“The money is left in your hands.” 

“Hxactly.” 

“Over ahundred thousand dollars. My information 
regarding your end of the deal goes no further; I have 
only two things more to say.” 

“Well?” 

“One is, whatever happens, hang on to the cash.” 

“You bet! and the other?” 

“Don’t let Sam Dawson give you the slip.” 

“Well, not much !” 

“There was to have been another, Larry’s wife, Pauline. 
She was to play servant, I believe. Sheissick. Somebody 
may be substituted. If so, it will make the first part of 
your work harder.” 

“T’ll do it, just the same.” 

“Look out tor rocks, Chick.” 

“Correct. When is your entrance. 

“About then. I don’t know yet.” 

“You’re going to meet Henderson ?” 

“ Yes. » 

“And warn him ?” 

“No. ” 

‘What, then?” 

“T think [ll let him play the thing out. It will satisfy 
him better than anything else could, that Winnipeg isa 
better place than New York.” 


I believe you said: ‘Walk 


In the last act?” 


CHAPTER VI. 
TWO PETER HENDERSONS. 

Having finished with the instructions that he wished to 
give, Nick Carter left the house and hurried to the Grand 
Central Depot. 

He had nicely calculated his time, so that he caught a 
late train for Albany and arrived there in time to meet 
the St. Louis express, upon which he knew Peter Hender- 
son to be a passenger. 

When he boarded that train in the morning, he pre- 
sented the appearance of an ordinary countryman, who 
was off for a holiday. 


It seemed very difficult for him to find a seat that suited | 


him, for he passed from car to car, inspecting many and 
evidently satisfied with none. 

In reality, he was trying to find Peter Henderson, a 
task which was by no means easy of accomplishment, 
when it is remembered that he did not even havea de- 
scription of the man. 

Of course, it would have been a simple matter to go 
first to one man, and then to another with the query: 
“ Are you Peter Henderson, of Winnipeg?” until he found 
the man he was seeking. 

But such a course would have spoiled the plan which 
the detective had determined to follow, and he was not 
one to spoil plans upon which he had determined. 

Out of a train-load of passengers, numbering, in all, sev- 
eral hundreds, to select a certain individual of whom no 
description has been given, is extremely difficult. 

One relies more upon intuition than upon anything else, 
coupled with certain points, in themselves trivial, which, 
however, appeal to the judgment. 

Nick had passed nearly through the train before he saw 
a face which he could suspect was that of the man for 
whom he was searching. 
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Then he spied one—the face of a man past sixty years, 
hale, hearty, kindly, smooth shaven, well kept, honest, 
trusting, but withal shrewd and keen. 

“There’s my man for a hundred,” he mused. “But 
where is his wife? She was coming with him, and this 
fellow is alone. I’ll look farther.” 

The detective passed on through the other cars, but saw 
no one who seemed so nearly to “fill the bill” as the man 
already described. 

“Humph !” he muttered. “The thing is easy enough to 
prove, and I’ll do it when we reach Poughkeepsie.” 

An hour later they ran in at the depot at Poughkeepsie, 
and Nick left the train almost before it came to a stop. 

There was a policeman standing near, and Nick went 
straight to him. 

“ Officer,” he said, “I am a detective. 
my coat, and you will see my badge.” 

“Correct. What d’ye want?” 

“Ts there an officer here in plain clothes?” 

a Yes. ” 

“ Where ?” 

“That’s him, there.” 

“Good! Now, will you do me a favor?” 

“Cert !” 

“T’m going back into my car, and I want you to send 
Plain Clothes in to see me; catch on?” 

oe Yes. ” 

“He must call me Henderson, and somehow work in 
the name of Peter. Got it?” 

“Yes; Peter Henderson. What next?” 

“Nothing next, except that I want him to talk rather 
loud, mention crops, cattle, or anything he pleases, call 
me Peter and Henderson two or three times, but not too 


Just peek under 


often, and then light out. That’s all. Will you see that 
it’s done?” 
“You bet! Say, before you go tell me your name.” 
“Nick Carter.” 
“Hh? What! Honest?” 
“ Yes. ” 
*“By Jove! Say! You just rely upon me, will you?” 


| ©Of course; and there isn’t much time to spare, either.” 

| Nick turned and hastened back to the car.” 

| He saw the officer approach his colleague, and talk 
rapidly with him for a moment. 

Then the man in plain clothes nodded, and started to- 

ward the train. 

In he meantime Nick was zealously reading a news- 
'paper, and was in the seat directly behind the man whom 
_he believed to be Peter Henderson. 

' Suddenly the car became filled by a stentorian voice, 
/and at the same instant the detective received a slap on 
‘one shoulder, which jarred him all over. 

“Well, by gracious!” exclaimed the new-comer; “if 
here ain’t Peter Henderson! Hello, Peter! How's Susan 
/an’ all the little Hendersons, hey ?” 

Nick saw the man in front of him start and turn hig 
head quickly. 

Then he Icoked around, and calmly surveyed the twain 
behind him. 

“Purty well, thankee, Si,” drawled the detective. 
Goin’ down the road 2?” 

“Nope. I thought I saw you gittin’ onto the cars a min- 
ute ago, an’ sez I there goes Peter Henderson an’ I’m 
goin’ to find him, cos Mary’]l wanter know how Susan 
an’ the boys is; so here I be. Say—by Jupiter, there goes 
the train!” and without another word the “plain-clothes 
man” ran from the car while Nick called after him: 

“Good-by, Si.” 

The train rushed along. 

Presently the genuine Peter Henderson laid aside his 
| newspaper and turned in his seat. 

“Ts your name Peter Henderson?” he asked. 

“Right,” replied Nick. “I guess most everybody in the 

car knows that now, since Si shouted it out so.” 

“And is your wife’s name Susan ?” 

o Yes.” 

“Singular—most singular !” 

“What, Susan? Nota bit of it. 

name.” 
| “TZ referred to the coincidence.” 
“The what?” 


Common as dirt, that 
a 
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“Excuse me. The thing that surprised me was that’ 
your name is the same as mine, and that our wives’ first 
names are the same.” 

“Git out! You don’t say so! Whew! 
well! Iswow!” 

“Strange, isn’t it?” 

se ou say so. So you’re Pete Henderson, too, hey ?” 

“ es. ” 

“An’ your wife is Susan. Well, that does beat all! 
Where ’re you from? Up the river apiece, I suppose.” 

“Winnipeg.” 

“Never hearn of it. Must be beyond Albany, ain’t it?” 

“Tt is about three thousand miles from here.” 

“Oh! Say, ain’t yew lost?” 

“TI hope not”—smiling—“I have been in this region be- 
fore; in fact, I was bornin New York State, but I have 
been away so long that nothing is familiar now.” 

“Where’s your wife?” 

“At home. She was coming, but she backed out at the 
last moment.” 

“Jest like a woman, Iswow. Well, you’re goin’ tew 
see friends, I s’pose.” 

“Yes, my niece.” 

“Oh! Is her name Susan, too?” 

“No, Ida.” 

The two old men—for Nick had the appearance of being 
as old as his companion—chatted together during the re- 
mainder of the trip to New York. 

The detective kept up a constant string of questions, 
asking many that were meaningless, and many that gave 
him information which he knew would be of use. 

All were couched in that half-familiar, half-curious 
tone which was in keeping with the character he had as- 
sumed. 

He played the part as he did everything he undertook, 
perfectly. 

At last the train reached the Grand Central Depot, and 
the passengers left the cars. 

“Niece goin’ tew meet yew here?” asked Nick. 

‘‘Yes; there she is now. Good-day, sir; I’m very glad 
to have made your acquaintance.” 

The two men shook hands and parted, and Nick saw 
Peter Henderson received with all the affectionate effu- | 
sion of a loving relative by Rita Jones. | 

Behind them, and quite near enough to hear all that 
was said, was a plainly dressed middle-aged woman. 

By her side was a lad of seventeen or eighteen, and 
Nick smiled grimly as he recognized Patsy 

“Miss Jones is developing,” he muttered. ‘‘She prob- | 
ably had some good reason for bringing Patsy, or she | 
would not have done it.” 

He decided not to speak to Ida but to let her conduct | 
matters as she pleased, knowing that neither she nor 
Patsy would recognize him in the disguise he wore. 

A moment later, he found a good opportunity to stroll 
past the spot where Peter Henderson and his niece (?) 
were standing. 

“Hello!” he exclaimed, as he passed them; “found 
your niece, hey ?” 

“ Yes. ” 

“Wish I wasaslucky. My oldest boy Andrew was to 
meet me, but somehow he ain’t here; at least, ef he is, I 
can’t find him,” and he passed on again, out of ear-shot. 

Patsy, whose ears as well as eyes were wide open, 
heard Rita say : 

“Who is that man, Uncle Peter ?” 


W ell—well— 


Then Uncle Peter told of the strange meeting on the! 


train, and so natural did it appear that the suspicions of 
the confidence woman, which had been momentarily 
aroused, were completely allayed. 
A few moments later Rita led her uncle away. 
They took a carriage, and were driven to the hotel at 
onee Ida Jones being not far behind, and Patsy within 
ea 


Nick also kept his eyes upon them, but he had found | 
time to alter his disguise, so that he would not be recog-| 


toward playing the farce of seine the bonds before 5 


Monday. 

He understood the character of women like Rita one 
enough to know that she would like to use up a little 
time in playing the role of niece, and that she would take 
the same pleasure in “bamboozling” the old man, that a 
cat takes in playing with a captive mouse. 


and Rita had gone to their rooms at the hotel. 
Then he waited where he knew he would soon see Iida 
Jones. 


“ Well?” he said, when she appeared ; 
got to offer?” 
“T? Who are you?” she demanded. 


“what have you 


CHAPTER VII. 


THE MEETING AT SCHNEIDER'S. 

Nick laughed. 

“Don’t you know me?” he asked, in his natural voice. 

She fiushed with confusion. 

“Yes,” she said; “I do now.” 

“What have you discovered? Anything?” 

“Yes; nothing will be done till Monday.” 

“As I thought. Tell me what you heard.” 

“The old man——” 

“Your uncle.” 

“Well, my uncle said to Rita, ‘When can we see Mr, 
Sampson? 

“ ‘Not till Monday,’ she replied. 

“ «Why? he asked. ‘I like to settle the troublesome 
matters without delay.’ 

“ *He can’t be seen to-day. He expects us Monday 
morning at eleven.’ 

«Very good; we will be on hand.’ ” 

“Good! So will we.” 

“I picked up another fact.” 

“What is that?” 

*Sam Dawson sent word for Larry to meet him to- “night 
at Schneider's saloon.” 

“Ah! at Schneider’s, eh? I know the place. This is 
‘srowler night,’ too. I wonder why they meet there in- 
stead of under cover?” 

“Here is the note which gave me the cue.” 

“ce Ah p? 

Nick took the note and read: 

“R, says horses won't run till Monday. Bet on them then, sure, 
| Must have everything named by eleven sharp, or too late for winners. 
Meet me at Schneider’s to-night, at ten, to fix favorites. ‘Little Phil’ 
ought to be in it. S“D 


“That's quite a letter,” mused the detective. “Reads 
like the missive of an ordinary race crank. So they are 
| beginning to miss Phil, eh?” 

He was silent a moment. 

Then he turned to Ida Jones. 

“Can you imitate Phil’s voice pretty well, do you- 
think ?” he asked. 

“ Yes. ” 

“Good! Play the part, and be at Schneider’s to-night.” 

“Very well, and in the meantime?” 

“You may rest.” 

“But these people——” 

“TJ will care for them.” 

Ida hurried away, and Nick walked on again until he 
reached the spot where Patsy was standing. 

“Hello, Bub,” he said. 

“Hello yerself !” 

“What’r you doing?” 

“Mindin’ my own biz; whose are you mindin’ ?”, 

“Nick Carter’s,” replied the detective, in a low tone. 

“Reckon I be, too,” returned Patsy, with a grin. 

“Bverybody is called off but you, Patsy,” he said. 
“There is no particular need of shadowing the people in- 
side, but you may as well stick to them.” 

“T will.” 


nized as the same individual who had traveled in the train 
with Uncle Peter. . 

It was Saturday ‘morning when Peter Henderson, of 
Winnipeg, reached the wicked city of New York, and the | 
detective believed that little or nothing would be done 


“JT have a fancy that the old man will turn in rather 
early, and that when he does his niece will take a walk.” 
| “Shouldn’t wonder.” 

“Tf she does——” 

“T?]] need exercise.” 


However, he kept them all in sight, until Henderson 
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“Precisely. She will walk because she wants to go|erook, but I’m 


- somewhere and see somebody.” 

“Sure!” 

“You are to go to the same places, see the same people, 
and above all things hear what they say.” 

“Right.” 

“T shall be at Schneider’s at 10:30, and from that till 
midnight, and perhaps later; see?” 

“ Yes. ” 

“You may not know me, but I will know you, so keep 
it in mind.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

Nick hurried away. 

“Now,” he thought, “if 1 could have a few words with 
Chick I should feel that things were working in great 
shape.” 

When he reached home he found his assistant there 
awaiting him. 

“J was just going,” said Chick, as the detective entered. 

“Ah! couldn’t wait, eh?” 

“ No. ” 

“Well, what brought you?” 

“Some news. The scene with the bonds doesn’t come 
off till——” 

“ Monday, at eleven.” 

“Right. H’m! There is to be a meeting between Daw- 
son and Lazy Larry——” 

“To-night, at 10:30.” 

“Humph! Yes, at——” 

“ At Schneider’s.” 

“Just so. A note was written by——’ 

“By Dawson to Larry to that effect.” 

“Certainly. Ahem! the note was very——” 

“Horsey.” 

“Permit me to finish. I have a copy, and——” 

“ And I have the original.” 

“T have only one other bit of information to offer,” said 
Chick, with a grin. “I venture to mention it, in the hope 
that it may be original.” 

“What is it?” 

“That anybody who attempts to find out something that 
Nick Carter hasn*t squeezed dry before is an ass in big 
caps.” 

“Not so bad as that, Chick.” 

“Well, good by; I’m off.” 

“JT wanted to see you, lad.” 

“Did you?) What for?” 

“To tell you exactly what you have told me, excluding 
the last remark you made.” 

“Well, it seems we both know it.” 

“ Yes. » 

Then they parted. 

Schneider’s place, a half basement on the corner of two 
popular thoroughfares, was brilliantly lighted that night, 
when, soon after ten o’clock, Nick Carter made his ap- 
pearance. 

His make-up was a perfect representation of a 
“rounder,” a street “bum,” the sort of fellow who stands 
ready to drink at anybody’s invitation, and who is not 
averse to accepting a nickel or a dime and drinking alone. 

There was a week’s growth of beard on his face; his 
eoat was long and ragged; his pantaloons were several 
sizes too large for him, and altogether he was a sorry 
looking chap, indeed. 

_ Notwithstanding his forlorn appearance he seemed to 
"have found a wind-fall somewhere, for he was plentifully 
supplied with change. 

Nick knew perfectly well that he would soon be shown 
out of the door and told aot to return unless he mani- 
fested a disposition to spend money; but Schneider was 
never known to send a bum away until he was ‘‘broke.” 

The detective went to the bar, and ordered a glass of 
beer. 

He seemed to enjoy it thoroughly, for he was a long 
time drinking it, standing meanwhile so he could watch 
the door for the arrival of the men he expected. 

He had not very long to wait. aby 

Shortly after 10:30 Sam Dawson strolled leisurely into, 
the place. 
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He had made no attempt at a disguise, and he walked and sought the folds of her dress as though to seize 


with an air of audacity which seemed: to say “I’ma 


sharper than you are, and you can’t cor: 
ner me.” ‘ 

“He already feels the metal in his pocket, and in fancy 
hears the jingle of Henderson’s coins,” mused Nick. 
“Bah! Ill bring that fellow up with a round turn that 
he won’t soon forget.” 

Ten minutes later Lazy Larry made his appearance. 

He was the usual debonair, handsome fellow, the last 
person in the world whom a stranger would suspect of 
being a sharper, a confidence, or a green-goods man. 

The two men shook hands as though they had met en- 
tirely by accident. 

Then they went to the bar, ordered drinks, and stood 
for a moment sipping and talking. 

Nick glanced toward the door. and a quick gleam came 
into his eyes as he saw the figure of Patsy rendered 
smaller, more slight, and much younger in appearance 
than it really was by reason of the disguise the boy wore. 

He had procured a little roundabout coat, short, ragged 
pants, old shoes, and a soiled and much worn Tam 
O’Shanter cap. 

In his hand he carried an old pitcher, a “growler,” in 
other words, which he carried to the bar to be filled. 

While he was waiting for his beer the detective strolled 
toward him. 

“Hello, Johnnie,” he said. 

“Hello yerself an’ see how yer like it.” 

““Workin’ de growler, hey?” : 

“ Yep.” 

“Blow a feller off, Johnnie?” 

“Not this eve; s’m’ other eve, cap,” and Patsy winked 
mischievously. 

Then he cast a quick glance around him. 

He saw that they were far enough from the other cus- 
tomers to permit him to say a few hasty words in a low 
tone without danger of being overheard. 

“She’s outside,” he said, rapidly, to Nick. “She’s bor- 
rowed two kids, and she’s got on a wig and old clothes, 
so her pals won’t know her. She’s watching Dawson and 
t’other fellow.” 

“Good; watch her!” 

“You bet!” 

Patsy took his pitcher of beer and started for the door. 

Nick slouched to where the two conspirators were 
standing with their elbows upon the bar, and suggested, 
in a wheezy voice, that it was a long time between drinks. 

As Patsy stepped from the front door, pitcher in hand, 
another figure was in the act of entering. 

A poor, decrepit looking negro lad, whose clothes ap 
peared to have been in a cyclone and who walked as 
though every move caused him intense pain. 

“Hello, cuffy, give usa drink,” he said, as he passed 
Patsy, and the latter instantly recognized the voice of 
Chick. 

Patsy tossed his head disdainfully, and walked on. 

As he reached the pavement he met a woman who had 
a babe and a basket in her arms, and to whose dress clung 
another child nine or ten years of age. 

The woman was Rita. 

As Patsy had told Nick, she had borrowed the children 
from a friend, ostensibly to give them an airing, but in 
reality to serve as a disguise. 

She was peering into the saloon with an eager gaze, 
and as Patsy was passing her she stopped him. 

“Whose boy are you?” she asked. 

“Tim Regan’s, ma’am.” 

“Do you want to earn a dollar?” 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

“Do you see three men talking together in there? One 
is a tramp ; I mean the other two.” 

“Yes, ma’am.” : 

“Tf you will go back and stand near enough to them to 
hear what they say, and will remember it, and repeat it 
all to me, I will give you a dollar.” 

“Tt’s worth more than that to play the spy, isn’t it, 
Rita?” asked a voice in her ear. 

She wheeled suddenly. 

The hand which held the basket let go its hold suddenly, 
a 
weapon. i 
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“Phil Tracy !” she murmured. 
heard what I said ?” 
“Every word.” 


“You here! and you 


CHAPTER VIII. 
PLOTTING TREACHERY. 


For a moment Rita gazed into the countenance of the 
person before her as though in the effort to read his in- 
most thought. 

“Well,” she said, presently, “ what do you intend to do?” 

“That depends upon you,” was the reply. 

“Tn what way ?” 

“My dear, when and where did you raise the family?” 

“Bother the family! Answer my question.” 

“Well, it depends upon you in this way. If you will 
just tell me what your little game is, and will let me into 
it on the ground floor, I’ll step inside, join in the confab, 
and make a confidante of you when it’s over.” 

“You will?” 

“ Yes. 97 

“Bah! you will betray me.” 

Phil shrugged his shoulders. 

“As you please,” he said. “I’m going inside now any- 
how. Shall I ask Dawson out to see the baby ?” 

Rita laughed softly, but there was no mirth in the 
sound. 

“Phil,” she said, half wistfully, “I wish I could trust 
you.” 

“Well, why can’t you?” 

*T will!” : 

“Good.” 

“There is no time to tell the story now.” 

“No, not if I join the others inside.” 

“Go in; join them; listen to everything. Come to me 
when you aré through here, no matter what the hour 
may be.” 

“ W here 9)? 

“Tn the next street. 
there.” 

Without another word she turned and hurried away. 

“ Bother !” was the rather feminine expression that came 
from the lips of Phil Tracy when Rita turned and left him 
so suddenly. ‘“Idon’t know where the place is; I can’t 
spare time to follow her, and besides she might see me, 
and—ah |” 

‘With a quick run he crossed the street and seized a boy 
who was limping laboriously in the same direction taken 
by Rita Jones. 

“Lemme go!” exclaimed the boy. 

Phil Tracy bent forward. 

“Patsy,” said a woman’s voice instead of a man’s, “I 
am Miss Jones.” 

“Yep. Iknow’d it.” 

““Oh, did you?” 

“ Yep. ” 

“Very well. It is important that I should know where 
to find the woman, Rita, in an hour or two from now.” 

“Correct.” 

“Follow her, find out just where she goes,.and come 
back here and tell me.” 

“ Maybe she’ll skip while I’m back here telling you.” 

“No; she is to wait forme. Run now.” 

Patsy ran. 

Ida Jones, disguised as Phil Tracy—and her make-up 
was perfect—entered the saloon. 

The tramp had settled into a chair in one corner, and 
with a full glass of beer before him on the table had ap- 
parently fallen into a sound sleep. 

Near him were Dawson and Lazy Larry. 

They were talking earnestly together in low tones, ever 
and anon glancing toward the sleeping tramp. 

In a far corner, near the door, stood the negro lad, sug- 
gesting in his appearance that he had just been discharged 
from some hospital near by. 

When Ida entered the place she walked directly toward 
the table where Dawson and Larry were talking together. 

“Well,” exclaimed Dawson, ‘‘you’re a fine one, ain’t 
you?” 

“Hello, Sam! Howdy,-Larry? Fine evening, eh?” 

“Where have you been?” growled Dawson. 


You know where; you have been 


“Busy, my boy.” 

“Busy! Doing what?” 

“Making money ; see?” 

Well, you might have shown up or sent word.” 

“Couldn't without spoiling the pudding; see? Let me 
see, how long has it been since you saw me?” - 

“ Precious near forty-eight hours.” 

“Ah, yes! Well, Sam, Iam just three hundred cases 
richer that I was when you saw me last. Do you blame 
me for staying away 2” 

“What’s three hundred to——” 

“Sh! Really, Sam, you make me nervous. I’m in time, 
ain’t 12” : 

“ Yes. ” 

“Nothing has been done?” 

“ No. ” 

“No delay because of my absence ?” 

“ No.” 

“Then what are you kicking about?” 

“Nothing ; only——” 

“Only! Let it go at that. Now what’s the confab?” 

The two leaders of the conspiracy glanced meaningly at 


| each other. 


For a moment there was silence. 

Phil waited (we will continue to call Ida Jones by that 
name during this scene) several moments. 

Then, as neither of the men answered the question, she 
began whistling a low tone, and started to leave the chair 
she had taken. 

Dawson put out his hand and stopped her. 

“Where are you going, Phil?” he asked. 

“To see Rita.” 

“What for?” 

“or instance. 
any half confidences, and I won’t stand ’em either. 
that plain enough ?” 

“ Yes. ” 

“Rita can chuck us all overboard if she pleases. What's 
to hinder her from going back to Winnipeg with the old 
man and all his ducats; eh?” __ = 

“ Nothing.” : E 

“Bxactly.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“T mean that you’ve got to play an open hand with me 
or I'll advise her to do it, that’s what J mean. I could 
give her some good reasons, too.” 

“How much do you know, Phil?” 

“More than you think I do.” 

“Are you willing to go in with Larry and me?” 

“That depends.” 

“Share and share alike?” 

‘What's the racket?” 

“Why, we divide the whole boodle between us, and 
leave Rita to get her share out of the old man later.” 

“How? Tell me all.” 

“Simply enough. It is arranged for Rita to disappear 
while they are in on the way home?” 

“Yes.” 

“ We all know where she is going to hide.” 

“Sure.” 

“Suppose I place a letter among the green-goods which 
‘Uncle Peter’ will find when he looks for the bonds.” 

“Well 2” 

“And that letter is in Rita’s handwriting, signed by 
Rita, confessing the theft and all that; do you begin to 
tumble?” 

“ Yes. ” 

“ And suppose that Samuel Dawson finds some way of 
putting Peter Henderson on the track of his runaway 
niece, so that he will find her?” 

“Well, what then?” 

“He will either prosecute her or forgive her, won’t he?” 

“Perhaps.” 

“ And if a flea has been put in his ear to the effect that 
she is not his niece he will prosecute her, of course.” 

“Likely.” 

“She'll be sent up, and we’ll have the shekels.” 

“Yes; but she'll get out some day, and then——’ 

“Never, Phil.” 

Sh (hes 

“She’ll die in prison.” 


Look here, Sam Dawson, I don’t want 
Is 
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“Ah je42 

“Or before she gets there.” 

“I see. Who'll do it?” 

“T won’t ask you to do it.” 

“Tucky, for I wouldn’t. I don’t like that sort of——” 

“How about the cousin, Phil ?” 

Phil scowled; Dawson laughed, and a short ‘silence 
ensued. 

“Well,” said Dawson, presently, “is it agreed ?” 

“ Yes. ” 

“Correct. Now we understand each other. Remember, 
if Rita gets an inkling of this our cake will be dough.” 

ek 3 Sur e! Rel 

“T have just one warning to give you about it, Phil.” 

= What's that?” 

"it you go back on us in any way you’ll never live to 
enjoy one dollar of the money. I mean that. I'll kill you, 
or have you killed if I can’t do it, sure. Do you believe 

” 
me Yes.” 

“Enough. We understand each other now, and we may 
as well separate.” 

‘““Who’ll go first?” 

“a You. ” 

“Allright. We meet again—when?” 

“Not till the game is played at the Madison avenue 
house, on Monday, at eleven.” 

“Good! Ill be there. So long.” 

Ida Jones rose and left the saloon. 

She encountered Patsy as soon as she reached the 
street. 

“Have you spotted her, Patsy?” she asked. 

its Yes. ” 

‘*Tead on, then.” 

Patsy started rapdily away, and Ida followed. 

Ten minutes later she was with Rita. 

But she only remained a moment, knowing that her 
cousin’s shrewdness might penetrate her disguise at any 
moment. 

It was by no. means her purpose to warn Rita of the 
plot against her, and so she told a plausible story to ac- 
count for the meeting in the saloon, and then went away. 

Shortly after she left the gin-mill Lazy Larry took his 
departure, and the sickly looking negro slouched out 
after him, and followed in his footsteps. 

Five minutes later Sam Dawson went out. 

The tramp had preceded him to the pavement, and was 
not to be seen when the crook detective made his appear- 
ance, but there wag a Chinaman standing near who 
started off at once in the direction taken by Dawson. 

Patsy still lingered near the house where Rita had 
waited for the supposed Phil, but before midnight struck 
she returned to the hotel with the boy shadow in her 
wake. 

Nick Carter, by his wonderful sagacity, had every one 
of the conspirators in his grasp. 

He did not propose to lose a point, and he suspected 
that there was yet something more to learn. 

He was not mistaken. 

Dawson had gone but a little way when he turned into 
a side street, leaped into a hack that seemed to be waiting 
for him, and was driven rapidly away. 

But the Chinaman still followed. 

He was hanging to the back of the vehicle, and had 
drawn himself so far beneath it that in the darkness his 
figure could not be seen. 

In Seventeenth street the hack stopped. 

Dawson got down, ran up some steps, and pulled a bell. 

The door was immediately opened, and he passed 
through. 


CHAPTER IX. 
HOW THE GREEN-GOODS GAME WAS WORKED. 


The hack did not wait, but at once drove away. 


“T must enter at once,” he mused; “there isno use in 
waste of time.” 

His wonderful little pick-lock was instantly produced. 

He inserted it in the latch, turned it, and the door 
opened. 

There was no chain-bolt in the way to impede his 
progress, and in a moment more he stood in the hall-way 
of the house. 

A dim light burned there. 

In the parlor there was another. 

Both were turned low, but in the back parlor a brilliant 
light gleamed, and he could hear voices. 

The detective crept forward. 

He knew that he was on time by the first remark he 
heard. 

“Well, Dawson,” said a strange voice, “I suppose 
you’ve come on business.” 

“Yes; I want the bonds.” 

“Can’t you let me off?” 

“ No. ” 

“You will surely return them to me?” 

“Haven’t I promised ?” 

“ Yes. » 

“Did I ever break my word to you?” 

“ No.” 

“T must have them.” 

“Dawson, but ror the threat which you hold over me I 
would die sooner than let you have them.” 

Dawson laughed. 

ae is simply lend me the bonds, or go to prison, * he 
sai 

“Ay, and for another’s crime.” 

“ Bah 2 

“J was innocent; I am innocent.” 

“Hnough. Where are the bonds?” 

“Here.” 

“All of them ?” 

“ Yes. ” 

“Two hundred and fifty thousand dollars?” 

“ Yes. ” 
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“Good boy !” 

“Swear that you will retun them.” 

“T swear.’ 

“By the memory of your mother.” 

“T swear.” 

“ And within one week.” 

“T swear.” 

“Take them. If you do not keep your promise I am 


ruined, for you know they belong to my employers.” 

“They will not be missed in a week.” 

Nos! 

“J will give them back to you before that, and a nice 
little sum for your trouble.” 

“T want nothing.” 

“Suit yourself.” 

“Nothing but the bonds. If you have not returned them 
by one week from to-night——” 

“Well?” 

“T will kill first you and then myself.” 

“Tut, tut! Don’t worry, Morris, you shall have them 
back.” ~ 

“Heaven grant it.” 

Dawson sprang from his chair, and Nick had barely time 
to escape from the house ere the crook detective also left 


‘Dawson evidently had no thought of being followed. 

He hurried at once to his rooms in Great Jones street, 
and entered them. 

Nick, as before, used his pick-lock, and followed him 
into the house. 

Sam Dawson had the parlor floor, and although he 
closed the glass doors between the front and back rooms 
the detective, after entering the front one, was enabled to 
see his man at work in the other. 

Nick, in the Chinaman’s garb, was crouched upon one 
knee with his eyes close to the glass where there was a 


Nick, however, dropped to the pavement, and as soon as' spot upon the frosting which enabled him to peer through 
he could do so without being seen he also ascended the| into the adjoining room. 


steps of the house. and paused at the front door. 


Dawson took a seat near the table. 
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He examined the bonds carefully, saw that they were| They found themselves face to face with an old man 
all intact and in proper form. who was seated at a table with piles upon piles of tape-tied 
His eyes gleamed with avarice. documents before him. 
“ A rich man at one stroke,” he muttered. “Why wait! He looked up as they entered, and frowned darkly as 
for the other? Again, why not? I can get the whole hun | he seemed to recognize them. 
dred thousand as well as not. The letter will settle Rita;| He was repulsive in the extreme, with beetling brows, 
this letter to the police will fix Phil; Larry will be found} yellow skin, toothless mouth, and eyes that knew no 
dead, and people will call it suicide, for the bottle that | softer expression than an ominous glare. 
contained prussic acid will bein his grasp, and I will bea! “So,” he said, in arasping voice, “it’s you, is it, Ida 
rich man, with three hundred and fifty thousand dollars | Jones? and-you have brought your rich uncle with you.” 
in my sole possession. Morris will kill himself wuen he| ‘‘I am Peter Henderson, sir, of Winnipeg.” 
gets the green-goods instead of the bonds, and nobody| ‘“ Well, Peter—Henderson—sir—of Winnipeg, you’re a 
will think of me in connection with any of the work. fool.” 
“Sam Dawson will cease to be, and a French count will| “Sir!” 
be created in his stead. “We're all fools. I was a fool when I consented to help 
“Good! It is a beautiful plot, and worthy of Sam | this girl’s thief-of a-father.” 
Dawson.” “Oh, sir!” cried Rita, in well-feigned reproach. 
“Tt is, indeed!” thought the detective as he listened,| , “Silence, girl! Now, sir,” turning fiercely toward Hen- 
“and if I don’t spoil it most beautifully—well, we’ll see!|2ersou, “what do you want? 


we'll see !” “I wish to redeem some bonds that were pledged with 
Nick had seen and heard enough, and he left the bouse | YU by my late brother-in-law.” f oe 

at once. Oh, you do, eh? Well, you can’t do it. 
An hour later he was in bed, and sound asleep. ;, Cannot do it? I don’t—— 
Sunday was literally a day of rest at Nick Carter's Nobody but the girl can redeem those bonds from me.” 

house. ‘““She is here to do so.” 


2 “ 9” 
Nick and Chick spent the day in the study, reading the] « Hae ee Beck shommoneys 


papers; Patsy slept every chance he got; Ida Jones wrote} « Has she got it?” 


letters. “No.” 
Toward evening, dressed as Phil Tracy, Ida took a} «pen how can she redeem the bonds.” 
walk. 


“ > . ” 
She passed the hotel where Peter Henderson and Rita} « a oe eee TONE 


were staying, and she saw them leave a carriage and en-| « Hupat lehanessea the bonds? 


ter the building together. - 
Then she returned to the house of the detective. mio tere ppectece toward Henderson. 


At ten Sunday night Chick went out, and he did not re-} 4+ that instart the door burst open, and a man entered 


turn. = 
ie ; 2 : hastily. 
ee retiring Nick sought an interview with the real At feast the new-comer looked like a man, but was in 
sil. ’ : 


reality Ida Jones in her disguise as Phil Tracy. 


The crook looked up eagerly when he entered. “Hello, Sampson. I’ve come for those bonds of mine,” 


“Well,” he said, “have you decided my fate?” hacoried = 
“Yes.” : ss ieee ——— — easy: owen ae 
“What is it to he?” eee ee 


“T will lef you go on two conditions.” 


“What are they ?” & rare) 
**One is that as soon as you are free you will leave the] « wes. pia ae 5s — aoe ioe: heecarnipes 
country never to return.” “But at aa -cortified2 3 : : 


“ ”n 
Done. “T want money—money.” 


“Got the money ?” 


“The other, that before leaving you will give evidence « ) Part) 
against Sam Dawson, Lazy Larry, and Rita.” “ won ERS Sue oe a 

s But Sam will charge me with the murder in open] « My dear sir——” began Henderson, but the miser 
court. : 


turned fiercely upon him. 

“Mind your own business!” he snapped. 

“Will you give me an hour?” pleaded the last arrival. 
“J will run and get the check cashed.” 
“J will keep my word.” ee 

“Very TAT date? oe be wee oo hour, I Prien : 

: As : : ‘Remember, if you’re one minute late, you won’t. 

paved Take it easy now, for you have Nick Carter’s your bonds. They'll be mine—mine !” +70 Onis get 
we Ida left the room. 

The hands of clocks were pointing at eleven on the fol-| “Now, Peter Henderson,” snapped the miser, “have 
lowing morning when old Peter Henderson and Rita you looked at those bonds long enough ?” 
mounted the steps of the Madison avenue house where the} “T have.” 
scene of the drama was to be played. “ Are they all right?” 

They rang the bell, and after several moments’ delay| “They are.” 
the door was opened by an old negress whose eyes rolled} “Does your niece intend to redeem them?” 


“What of it?” 

“Tt'll be U P with me then.” 

‘*Haven’t T said that I would let you escape?” 
“Ves.” 


wonderfully as she looked up at the callers. “She does.” 
“Wha’ fo’ vou ring?” she demanded. “Then give her one hundred and ten thousand dollars 
“We wish to see Mr. Sampson,” replied Peter Hender-| which, with principal, interest, and bonus, is the amount 
son. “Is heat home?” she owes me. Have you got the cash?” 
“Reckon he is, honey. Mighty cross, too, fo’ shuah, dis} “Yes.” 
mawnin’.” : : “Then count it out.” 
“Tell him that Mr. Henderson and Miss Jones wish to| Peter Henderson drew a huge wallet from his pocket, 
see him.” — and from that he took a package of bills of large denom- 


“Tell him yo’ own selfs. Dere’s de 100’; go in. Mebby | ination. 
he done fiah yous out jes’ as he did me dis mawnin’. I| Bill by bill he counted them out until the entire amount 
ain't goin’ in dere ag’in dis day, yo’ heah me, sho’ nuff, | named lay in a wavy mass in the lap of Rita Jones. 
honey, no, no!” Her face flushed red, and then became deathly white. 
Left to his own resource, Mr. Henderson opened the| Her eyes glittered as she gazed upon the money. 
~ door that the negress had indicated, and passed through,| Then by a great effort she controlled herself, and, turn- 
followed by Rita. ing to the miser, said: 
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“Come and Set it; it is yours now.’ | 
He rose. 

He seized the bills by handfuls, and crar 
_a drawer in his desk. 

Peter Henderson arose. 

“Our bus:ness is at an end, I believe,” he said. 
“Yes.” | 
“Come, my dear. Put these bondsin your bag. Good-} 
- day, sir,” he added to the miser. 

“ Good-day and begone,” was the reply. 

A moment later Peter Henderson, accompanied by his 
supposed niece, left the house with the bonds in their pos- | 
session. 

The money, the hundred and ten thousand dollars was. 
in adrawer of the table where the miser sat, and no} 
sooner was he alone than he turned the key in the lock, | 
and placed it in his pocket. 

With the closing of the street door, the room door; 
opened and the evil face of Sam Dawson appeared. 

“Well done, Larry,” he cried. ‘You worked it beauti- 
fully. Now, let’s take a drink together, and then we can 
talk business for we have lots to do yet.” 


i 


ed them into | 


S 


CHAPTER X. 
THE PLOT UNCOVERED. 


The reader knows that the part of miser was enacted 
by Nick Carter’s assistant, Chick, and not by Lazy Larry. 
Larry was at that moment cursing at the solid walls 
which surrounded him at the station-house, for Chick had 
carried out Nick’s orders to the letter, and had captured 
the green-goods man with very little trouble. 
Neither Dawson nor Rita suspected the change. 
The negress had been supplied by Chick, and the other 
; conspirators believed that she was a factotem of Lazy 
Larry's. 
However, had it so happened that Nick Carter had not 
“kepu on the track ofSam—Dawson that Satur rday night 
Chick might bave met witha terrible fate, even ‘yet. 
Dawson intended to poison Larry with prussic acid; he 
believed Chick to be Larry, and would, therefore, have 
poisoned him, and Chick, had he not been warned, might | 
have swallowed the deadly dose, in order to be in keep-| 
ing with the character he was enacting. 
As it was, he shook his head when Dawson proposed a' 
drink. 
“No drink for me,” he said. 
“Why not?” 
‘Sammy, I’m ‘onto’ you.” 
“What do you mean?” 
“Nothing. Come, let’s take the drink.” 
Dawson was all smiles again. 
A bottle and glasses were in the hall. 
He procured them, and poured out two big drinks. 
One of them he passed to Chick. 
“Here’s success !” he said. 
“Wait,” said Chick. 
“What for?” 
“Tet’s trade glasses before we drink.” 
“ Why YB) 
“For Gs ” 
“This one is good enough for me.” 
“Well, this one is not good enough for me.” 
2 Why not?” 
“Because, Sammy, prussic acid and I do not agree; 
see?” 
Dawson turned as pale as death, and staggered back. 
Then, with a quick oath, he tried to draw a revolver. 
But Chick was too quick for him. 
He leaped forward, seized Dawson in his powerful 
grasp, and hurled him to the floor. 
In another instant the crook-detective was securely 
manacled and utterly helpless. 
Then, just as he realized his misfortune, the door 
opened and the figure of Phil Tracy entered. 
“Ah! you, too!” cried Dawson. 
“Byxactly,” returned Phil. 
But Dawson burst into a loud laugh. 


t 


“Dm even with you, anyhow,” he cried. 
o How ? Qn 
“T have lodged or eagon against you for the murder 


_of Ida Jones.” 


“Indeed! Well, I will have to disappoint you again. 
Ida Jones is not dead, for I am Ida Jones,” and with a 
quick motion she removed the false mustache. 

Then she turned to the door. 

“Phil,” she called. 

The true Phil Tracy entered and confronted the pris- 
oner. 

For‘a moment he was speechless. 

Then, with a furious oath, he turned to the supposed 
miuser. 

“And who are you?” he cried. 

“JT am Chick, Nick Carter’s assistant. Nick Carter is at 


|the hotel awaiting the arrival of Peter Henderson and 


Rita; and Larry isin the station-house, where we will 
now take you, Mr. Samuel Dawson. I rather think we’ll 


|put you on the retired list for a while.” 


Nick was at the hotel awating the arrival of Peter Hen- 
derson and Rita, but he was not quite ready to make him- 
self known. 


With him was a man whom he called Morris, and be- 
side him was the same package which the detective had 
seen Dawson prepare the preceding Saturday night to be 
forwarded to Morris in place of the bonds he had agreed 
to return. 

It was a veritable green-goods package, Nick knew. 

At length Henderson and Rita reached the hotel. 

Still the detective and Morris lingered in the office. 

A half-hour later Ida Jones appeared, leaning upon the 
arm of Chick. 

Behind them walked Phil Tracy. 

“Now, we’re ready,” said Nick, when they had all 


joined him, and be led the way to the elevator, followed 


by the others. 
Presently he tapped lightly at Peter Henderson’s door. 
“Come in!” said the voice of Rita. 
The door opened, and Ida Jones stepped across the 


‘threshold, and stood face to face with her cousin, MI 


supposed her dead. 

Rita did not utter a cry or a sound. 

Her face grew as white as snow; her eyes remained 
open and staring, growing wider and wider with horror 
each instant. 

She crouched down a little; her fingers twitched nerv- 

ously. 

“You are a spirit,” she whispered. “I know it; I have 
seen you before; but never in the day-time; never so 
plainly as now; you have come back to haunt me, Ida 


Jones; you won’t let me usurp your place with that old 


man; you mean that he shall know I am Rita and no rela- 
tive of his. I see the blood now where I stabbed you, Ida. 
Wky don’t you pullout the knife? You ought not to 


leave it sticking there where I put it; it doesn’t look 


nice.” 

She paused and crouched lower. Her eyes grew fiercer, 
wider, wilder. 

Suddenly she screamed aloud, withacry that rang 
through the hotel and startled everybody who heard it, 
and the next instant she fell to the floor with a crash and 
did not move again. 

They picked her up. 

She was not entirely unconscious, but she never spoke 
again. 

Three days later she died, killed by the shock she had 
undergone. 

Old Peter Henderson was speechless with dismay. 

He looked with astonishment upon the scene, but he 
gathered much of the truth from the words that Rita 
uttered before she fell down before them, overcome by the 
enormity of her own wrong-doing. 

Nick Carter told him the whole story of the green-goods 
swindle that had been played upon him; explained every 
detail of the plot and his gratitude knew no bounds. 

The bonds were returned to Mr. Morris, and by him re- 
placed where they belonged. 

The cash was restored to Peter Henderson, who insisted 
upon giving a portion of it to the detective. 
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sal wane nothing, — sir,” said Nick; pine wha you 
please to your niece, for it is to her belongs the gratitude 


you feel.” 
“T will give her all,” was the reply. “She will go back 


to Winnipeg with me, and, when I die, everything I have 


shall be hers.” 


“No, uncle,” said Ida, “my work is here for the pres- 
ent. In a year or two, perhaps, when you need me, I will 


come, but 5 for the present I remain here as Nick Carter’ 1s ~ 


lady assistant.” 


[THE END.] ~ Se 
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